any sort of sense in Lady Macbeth. I couldnt conceive anybody
murdering a man like that. All I could do when it came to the
point was just to brazen it out that she did it, and then give her a
little touch of nature or two—from Ann—to make people be-
lieve she was real."
"I am disillusioned, disenchanted, disgusted," said the lady.
"You might at least have held your tongue about it until after
the Ball."
"You ought to think the better of me for it," said the bust.
"I was really a gentle creature. It was so awful to be born about
ten times as clever as anyone else—to like people and yet to have
to despise their vanities and illusions. People are such fools, even
the most likeable ones, as far as brains go. I wasnt cruel enough
to enjoy my superiority."
"Such conceit!" said the lady, turning up her nose.
"Whats a man to do?" said the Bard. "Do you suppose I could
go round pretending to be an ordinary person?"
"I believe you have no conscience," said the lady. "It has often
been noticed."
"Conscience!" cried the bust. ""Why, it spoilt my best char-
acter. I started to write a play about Henry V. I wanted to shew
him in his dissolute youth; and I planned a very remarkable char-
acter, a sort of Hamlet sowing his wild oats, to be always with
the Prince, pointing the moral and adorning the tale—excuse
the anachronism: Dr Johnson, I believe: the only man that ever
wrote anything sensible about me. Poins was the name of this
paragon. Well, if youll believe me, I had hardly got well into the
play when a wretched super whom I intended for a cowardly
footpad just to come on in a couple of scenes to rob some mer-
chant and then be robbed himself by the Prince and Poins—a
creature of absolutely no importance—suddenly turned into a
magnificent reincarnation of Silenus, a monumental comic part.
He killed Poins; he killed the whole plan of the play. I revelled
in him; wallowed in him; made a delightful little circle of dis-
reputable people for him to move and shine in. I felt sure that no
matter how my other characters might go back on me, he never
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